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At two o'clock, in the night, we came to the end
of our iron-track, when the car in which we rode
emptied itself into a field, at no place in parti-
cular, but in a patch of waste land overgrown by
Stink-weed, and in a situation generally supposed
to be occupied by a ferry-boat.

When we came alongside the last plank of the
railway, the night being bleak and chilly, it was
sweet to hear the cry of the hotel-runner (a tout
is here called a runner), "Any one for Planter's
House?" Yes: we were all for Planters House;
and away we huddled, with our sacks and sticks,
our wraps and overcoats, into an omnibus, which
stood ready by the plank to swallow us up. Ugh!
what monster is lying among our feet? Some-
thing like a huge black dog was sleeping on the
floor; which, the moment we pushed into the door-
way, began to snort and kick. It seemed too big
for a dog: perhaps it was a bull, that finding
the omnibus open, had crept in from the Missouri
chills. Presently, it began to swear; such oaths
as Uncle Toby heard in Flanders; and on waking
into consciousness, the strange beast proved to
be the driver, coiled up, concealed, and snoring
in a buffalo's hide. Getting into our seats, with
a dozen sleepless wretches like ourselves, we